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~~~~

She kissed her.

She freaking kissed her.

Tears streamed down her cheeks as the picturesque brunette teenager continued her flight through her picturesque suburban neighborhood. The three blocks to her house seemed like three miles. She had to get home because, while most of her tears were borne from embarrassment, some of the moisture her tear glands were producing was the result of physical pain...

-------------

Sarah Dowd thought of herself as a careful woman. Carelessness and irresponsibility got her into this predicament, and she'd be damned if she acted as senseless as she did just several months before. The slender, young, dark-haired lady plopped heavily into the driver's seat of the well-used, but affordably safe, domestic station wagon. Reaching up to fasten her seatbelt, she jumped and stopped to lovingly glance down at her hugely pregnant belly.

“I'm sorry, darlin', you're just getting too heavy. I promise I'll try to sit down more gently.”

It was against her better judgment to travel this close to her baby's father's house, but this doctor was the closest with an ultrasound machine.

She continued the motions of putting the seatbelt on, only to gasp and and smile down at her gravid body. This kid's gonna be a soccer player...

Since Sarah Dowd considered herself careful, she placed the seatbelt straps where the NHTSA recommended they be: One across her pelvis under her belly, and the shoulder strap over the top of her womb, under her bosom. And, now that she was a careful woman, Sarah made doubly sure she could pull out onto the street from her parallel parking space in front of the doctor's office. And, since safety was paramount, she slammed on her brakes when a slender, young and scraggly man appeared at her window, banging the glass with his fist.

“Sarah! C'mon, take me back! I want to be with my son!”

“No,” Sarah shouted, startled. She didn't roll down the window. “I gave you a chance, Jason, and you blew it. I don't want you paying for our child's food with your drug-money!”

“Honey, it's not like that,” he pleaded. “Please!” So help her, she loved this man. Flawed though he was, his looks, wit, and intelligence left a deep impression on her heart. But he just wasn't safe. Not for her daughter. She tried to swallow the lump in her throat. This is what they all got for her carelessness. She should've listened to her parents.

“Jason, I'm leaving!” She was crying now.

“No!”

“I'm pulling out," she warned. "Move!” In her hysterics, she threw caution to the wind and pulled her car into the street. Jason jumped away. Speeding and sobbing, she checked her rear view mirror. Jason was in the street, looking forlornly after the large car. Blinking her tears from the rims of her eyelids and trying to clear her vision, she saw the glint of the homeless woman's shopping cart seconds before her front bumper made contact with the screaming hobo.

Sarah brought the car to a screeching halt, and could only wonder how far she was dragging the poor woman's body down the street when she did this. Leaping out of the car and joining the growing crowd, she knelt to the mangled and goggling woman lying prone in a pool of blood and shopping-cart junk.

“Ohmygod, ohmygod! I'm so sorry,” she sobbed. “Somebody call 911!” The homeless woman's unfocused, grey eyes wandered around the sky and then meandered toward Sarah's face.

“You!”

“No! I'm so sorry!”

“You slut! Living in sin, bringing a bastard into the world!”

Were Sarah not hysterical at that moment, she would've wondered why the dying woman was attacking her character. She could only sob in response.

Then, to everyone's surprise, the hobo reached up, menacingly pawing at the weeping, pregnant mother. Sarah had the presence of mind to try to move from her dirty grasp, but gravid as she was, she only managed to back off a few inches. The homeless woman's hand, apparently going for somewhere above Sarah's sternum, landed open-palmed on her belly.

Sarah yelled through her sobs as the searing pain started near her protruding belly button.

“You're hurting me!”

The homeless woman's silver eyes met hers.

“Curse you, you whore” she spat with her rattling voice.

Sarah screamed.

The fire filled her placenta.

Her unborn daughter kicked violently.

Everything went black.

-------------

Fiona tore the back door open and darted for the stairs. Her mom was washing something at the kitchen sink, her back toward the fleeing teenager.

“Fi, dinner's at..” she turned around, “...7 tonight.” She caught a glimpse of her child's backpack as she fled the kitchen. Sarah turned back and smiled at her vegetables.

“Goofy kid.”

Fiona thundered up the stairs, stormed into her room, and, slamming the door, threw her stuff on the bed.

The tight pain was getting worse.

It was happening.

-------------

“Are you sure, doc,” Sarah asked the pediatrician.

“She's strong as an ox, Ms. Dowd. Some girls just start menstruating earlier than others.”

Nine was an early age for any woman to start dropping eggs, and since the “incident” downtown nearly a decade ago, Sarah made sure to report anything unusual to Fiona's doctor. Fortunately, Fiona was developing, albeit early, like any other healthy girl.

Fiona, surprisingly nonplussed at the recent turn of events, enjoyed the day of visiting the doctor, drugstore, burger joint, and movie theater.

Now, home, tired, and alone her room, she got a chance to reflect on all the new things happening to her. She couldn't help but feel that this day meant something big in her life. She was closer to being a woman. Her mom, now relieved by talking to the doctor, seemed very proud of her. These nasty things her mom called “cramps” though, they were the worst! They even seemed to get worse through the evening. A particularly strong one hit, followed by an odd tightness between her legs. Her privates felt really, really strange. She doubled over, her eyes clamped in pain. Still bending, she opened her eyes. There, where her flat little pubic area should've been, sat a golf ball-sized bulge.

She peeled off her shorts and looked at her tightening panties. She could feel panic rising in her stomach. That, mixed with the cramps, nearly made her vomit. Mom had said nothing about her privates doing this. Something told her, though, that other girl's privates didn't do this.

This would worry her mom.

This wasn't safe.

This, she vowed as she courageously looked under her panties, was going to be her secret.

-------------


It had been happening for 8 years now, but never this strong or this fast. Fiona slowly walked over to the full-length mirror. She blushed.

She blushed because some sick part of her liked to watch.

Staring back at her was a leggy brunette, trim of waist and (in her mind) a little too broad of hip. Her large, intense brown eyes were surrounded by a beautiful, delicate face; her brows were furrowed in worry. She wore her straight, thick, ebony hair long but well styled. For a typical, upper-middle-class, strikingly beautiful teenage girl, nothing was amiss.

Except the fact she'd obviously been crying.

Except for the fact that, as she stood there watching helplessly, she was outgrowing her favorite button-up argyle sweater.

Over the years she'd learned, through observation, that, when she was aroused, her breasts didn't so much grow as developed. Rapidly. This started happening soon after her first period, and was a dead giveaway that she'd better find someplace private. Fast.

They settled, in their normal state, at a pert, well-proportioned set of Bs – about the size of small apples. Instead of those small apples simply expanding or filling to further their progress down the alphabet, they actually matured; it looked as if a harsh, perverted form of puberty was magically amplifying her breasts. Her nipples got longer, thicker, and, in her mind, angrier. Her areolas, pink and dainty in their normal state, spread like an ink-stain, growing duskier and more crinkly and bumpy as they developed. The soft, malleable flesh behind her obscenely turgid teats, not to be outdone, bloated and filled furiously.

All of this was happening, as she watched, behind a thinning wall of wool and cotton. They were the size of grapefruits already, crammed behind and bloating around a steadily tightening bra. The restrictive undergarment, combined with the exponential jump in sensitivity, were the source of her tightening pain.

She watched, biting her bottom lip, as her nipples (God, they have to be two inches long, she thought) struggled mightily against her comically small bra.

“Ahh,” she gasped as one teat scraped over the cotton top of her bra, popping free and stiffening tightly, tenting her sweater.

“Shit,” she cursed, shuddering as her right nipple mimicked her left.

She almost wished her tits didn't feel so full and tingly as they bloated and grew. Almost. That sick part of her soul that made her watch her body transform did so because it took a perverted pleasure in the sights and sensations accosting her. In short, watching herself transform aroused her, and she transformed because she was aroused.

It was a vicious cycle that fed on itself.

It was a vicious cycle she had to stop.

It was a vicious cycle that ended in one of two ways. She'd be damned if she lost control this time. This was her favorite sweater.

“Shhit...OK...Just calm down, Fi,” she stammered as she drew a shuddering breath. Her heart was thundering against her ribs. She took a deep breath. She could feel herself calming.

Her breasts were very nearly the size of honeydews now, her nipples pressing painfully into the fabric of her blouse. Her bra cups cut a merciless swath across the large bulk of her boobs, the poor garment hanging on for dear life. She calmed herself further, feeling some of the pressure abate in her bosom. They were slowing down. Thank God. She took a deep, steadying, breath. This was it. Everything back to normal.

THOCK!!

Her bra snapped violently, painfully. The mini-explosion's epicenter sat between her shoulder blades, where the overstressed hooks on the band of her bra tore from their moorings. Her prodigious breasts, now with no support, did what any large, swollen sack of endocrine glands would do. They descended.

It was what they did on their descent, though, that belied all of Fiona's efforts to calm her wildly mutating body. In their quest to take their natural, sloping shape, her breasts pulled their hypersensitive, three-inch-long nipples down with them, dragging them across several inches of rough cotton. She felt. Every. Stitch.

She suddenly, violently, and wetly climaxed.

“Oh, God!” She struggled to clear her reeling mind from the orgasm. The last thing she needed right now was stimulation.

Her heart was thundering again. Her breath came in short, quick gasps.

“Nnno,” she moaned. She had to resist the new fire coalescing between her legs.

She was tingling all over. The pressure in her breasts resumed, stronger than before. She could feel her skin stretching, the cotton inching across her nipples as they moved outward.

The fire in her loins compressed and concentrated at the little hot pink point that was her clitoris. She clenched her teeth and fought the sensations because she knew (and that sick part of her was thrilled) that her arousal was about to become a much more formidable enemy.

"Fuck,” she swore as she reached down with trembling hands to raise her skirt, exposing her soaking panties to the blushing, huge breasted, hyperventilating girl in the mirror.

Fiona had a very small clitoris. But right now, she was acutely aware of its exact location. It was throbbing, tingling, and she could feel a cramping pressure form behind it at the top of her mound. This pressure, she deduced from pouring over anatomy books, was probably her insides rearranging themselves for what was about to happen.


She felt her clitoris expand. There was no other way to describe it. It pushed out from her body with a sliding, filling sensation. She twitched when the tip made contact with her panties. It pressed further and further into them, tenting the undergarment the way her ludicrously turgid nipples were tenting her sweater.

“Ohfuckohfuck!” Her clit was an inch or so long now, pushing insistently into her underwear. Then, even as it lengthened, she felt something stroke it, slowly, from the base to tip. She didn't need to take down her panties to know that her foreskin just rolled it's way up her now two-inch, completely formed penis.

Next came a painful pressure that started in her womb and worked its way down. She watched, goggle-eyed as she felt one...

“Mmm!”

...then another...

“Nnf!”

...bulge drop into her panties. Complimenting her three-inch penis was a pair of marble-sized testicles resting loosely in their new scrotum.

While her second set of genitalia formed, her breasts had progressed at a slow clip. The sweater slowly drew up to the top of her mounds to join her bra, and her breasts had filled to the volume of volleyballs, with a distinct teardrop shape. The blouse she wore under her sweater was straining, it's solid cotton surface etched with creases. Despite, and maybe even because of, her white blouse's sausage-skin grip on her torso, her now four-inch nipples managed to tent the fabric, forming a long crease between them. The button gap that interrupted the cloth bridge that ran between her two towering protrusions was open to a nearly circular shape. She could easily see the cleavage formed by her tightly compressed breasts inside their cotton prison.

Then, from the base of each breast, she felt an itching, tingling tickle work it's way to her jutting nipples. She could feel the insides of her breasts tighten. She watched in horror as, at the base of each nipple, her areolas ballooned from the surface their respective boob, forming cereal-bowl sized mounds atop each breast. With that, her poor shirt was filled to the limit and the three buttons directly between her giant teats popped off, one after another, each sending shock waves through her massive bosom and forcing the middle of her tortured blouse to gape further. Atop her nipples, dark spots formed on the white fabric and spread.

Her milk had come in. Every time she saw that she still couldn't believe it. Her fucking milk had come in.

Then, as if her lactation were the cue, her cock and balls really began to grow.

To be sure, her breasts had grown very quickly. Her new genitals, however, outpaced her chest by a factor of at least three, because, even as her cock grew, it was becoming harder and more erect.

Resistance, as she often realized when her mutating body reached this stage in its tantrum of arousal, was futile. She had no choice but to let “nature” run it's course. This helplessness scared and shamed her...but not as much as it turned her on.

“Ahhhh...” She stared, open mouthed, at the distending bulge steadily overwhelming her panties. This, she begrudgingly admitted to herself, was the best part.

Fiona's package bloated and filled her white cotton panties to the limit. Her cock had now reached the elastic band around her hips and was digging it's way northward. Her golf-ball-sized testicles pressed against the outer edges of her underwear.

“Oh, God!” One ball popped free, dropping clear of the elastic.

“Nnf!” Her other testicle ejected itself. Her scrotum was now straddling her panties and pushing it's increasing weight against the bottom of the undergarment, pulling her waistband down and freeing her seven-inch-long cock.

Her glans hadn't cleared her foreskin, she noted with disappointment. She lost two more buttons from her blouse, the front of which was now transparent with milk.

The pleasurable jiggle the popping buttons sent through her jugs caused her dick to surge another quick inch. She gasped at the stretching sensation. She was easily nine inches long now, her balls the size of small kiwis.

The dark pink color of her new flesh always disgusted and amazed her. It was slick and hairless; shiny with tightness and slick from the moisture of it's birthplace. And there was more and more of it with each passing second.

She panted as he watched her penis stretching, ascending, inch by bloating inch. Her cock made it to a full foot, the head just peeking through the thick, uncut foreskin. The glans was growing underneath the foreskin, bring an agonizing tightness to the tip of her distending length – it reminded her of a person trying to stuff their too-big head through a too-small turtleneck. She had to pull the flesh back before her cockhead grew too big. Timidly reaching down, she wrapped her thumb and forefinger around the shaft and pulled.

“Ahhgh!” With a slick snap, the rim of her constricted glans popped free, bringing with it a spurt of precum. She shuddered with another vaginal orgasm. As if angered for being confined for so long, her cockhead blossomed further, doubling it's diameter. Shaped like a bell, and a dark, ruddy pink, her glans was easily the size of an orange.

Her weeping breasts sympathetically tore through what was left of her shirt and landed solidly on her ribcage. They were the size of watermelons, her nipples five inches long and slick with steadily dripping milk.

The cool air hitting her hot spots made her cock surge further, thickening to the diameter of a soda can. As it crested 15 inches, she was able to nestle it's turgid tip between her giant breasts.

“Its...about...time,” she panted.

She was practically gushing precum and milk now. She settled on her queen-sized bed, sitting Indian-style to give her coconut-sized balls room to grow. She still had presence of mind to move the thin band her panties had become to one side of her outsized genitalia.

She reached her shaking hands around her copious breasts and clamped down on her six-inch nipples, causing warm milk to gush and ooze between her fingers. Using her nipples as handles, she then squeezed her expanding breasts tightly around her ever-growing shaft, burying the top half in her impossible cleavage.

Then, she started to tit-fuck herself.

She had to cum.

She had to cum before she got too big.


“Ahhh, fuck!” Slick with milk and preejaculate, her breasts easily sluiced up and down her turgid shaft.
As she became carried away in her masturbation, she began to think about the girl that started all of this.

SCHLICK! She squeezed her tits up her straining cock. Precum, freshly milked from her dick, pooled in her cleavage.

-------------

Janice. With those damn pink streaks in her blond hair.

-------------

SCHLICK! She pressed her breasts down her shaft. She could feel each throbbing vein along the length of her cock on the sensitive skin between her breasts.

-------------

Help her with her homework, she said.

-------------

SCHLICK! Up. Her cock was growing faster now, getting longer with every stroke.

-------------

She wore that goddamn perfume again.

-------------

SCHLICK! Down. Her turgid dick was finally visible at the top of her cleavage.

This was all Janice's fault.

SCHLICK! She was only stroking the shaft with her slick, shiny, bloated breasts now; her glans was totally clear of her cleavage. Her balls had finally filled the space between her inner thighs and her calves.

It was Janice's fault she was this huge, making such a mess of her room.

SCHLICK! Her dick ascended another inch, it's fat, slick head resting between her collarbones. Effortlessly, Fiona leaned her head down and wrapped her lips around the tip of her cock. There was no way she could fit the entire head into her mouth. It felt, to her lips, like she was making out with an expanding, rubbery softball covered in slime. It felt, to what was once a tiny pink bud nestled in her folds, like heaven.

-------------

“Why do we have to learn trig anyway,” Janice asked, leaning over her desk. Fiona stood behind her.

-------------


Fiona released her nipples; she was straining her arms to get to them anyway. Her beach ball-sized breasts spread down her thighs. The six-inch teats trailed warm milk down her legs as they rode the end of her tits. As her breasts expanded forward, they massaged the length of her cock. The sheer growth of her sensitive flesh against itself provided enough slick friction to stimulate her to another vaginal orgasm.

-------------

Fiona stood behind her, staring at her lithe, sexy body.

Janice was so transparent.

Damn her.

-------------

She sucked away at her glans, intermittently teasing the tip with her tongue. Her huge, veiny cock ran from her cleft to her chin now. The longer she got, the harder she was to suck. The moans, smacks and, slurps as she made out with herself sounded completely obscene.

To Fiona, it sounded like she was about to pop.

-------------

“I mean, when're we ever going to use it?” Janice looked back at Fiona and grinned. God, she was beautiful. Fiona felt her bra tighten a little.

-------------

Her cockhead was pressing insistently against her mouth as it distended.

She paused, her lips in the shape of a kiss, resting them, as best she could, at the front of the glans. She coated them in the copious lubricant issuing from her tip. Then, she grazed the glans with her mouth, holding her head still so she could feel the flesh below her mouth balloon outward against her stationary, pursed lips.

Her cock pushed into her mouth further. It was getting more and more difficult to hold the liplock. She slid her tongue into her huge cocktip, plunging it deeper as it ascended into her hot mouth. Her girl parts orgasmed in response.

Surging upward, her penis popped free from her mouth. Fiona could only nibble the rim of her cockhead at this point. She had grown too long to suck herself off.

“Fuck,” she groaned as she watched as the bell-curve of her glans pass the tip of her nose. There was only one thing to do.

-------------

Fiona sat on Janice's bed, trying to calm down.

“I mean, why spend time doing this pointless crap,” Janice asked her best friend as she sat down next to her.

-------------

Fiona had to cum.

Awkwardly, she got on her hands and knees, gasping as her nipples scraped along the fabric. She rarely got this heavy. With her arms fully extended, her six-inch-long nipples were bent double and rested on either side of her beanbag-chair-sized breasts. They started soaking her comforter immediately.

-------------

“When we could be doing what we really want to do.” Janice scootched closer to Fiona. Fiona swore she heard her bra creak.

-------------

Now, Fiona could fuck something. More specifically, she could fuck her breasts. She spread her legs wide to give her testicles room to swing and grow and began to thrust. Her balls, each the size of a basketball, hung heavily to her mid-thigh. She could feel her gushing cunt lips stretched vertically from the sheer weight of her scrotum.

-------------

“What's that,” Fiona stammered, looking into Janice's crystalline blue eyes.

-------------

Fiona clamped her eyes shut, and fucked her expanding breasts for all she was worth. With each thrust, her gushing, outsized penis grew longer, and longer, and longer. Her bloating breasts clamped her shaft tighter and tighter. She could feel her boobs bloating around her arms the same way they had distended around her bra.

-------------

Closing the distance between their faces, Janice whispered, “Make out.”

-------------

Fiona opened her eyes. She looked down. She followed the shaft emerging from her cleavage a full foot before her eyes met the giant rim of her cockhead.

“Ahh, Fuuuuuck!” She should've come by now. She'd never been this big before. She had to cum. She thrusted faster. She felt her giant, swinging nut sack make contact with the bed. It pushed her thighs further apart. She watched, her jaw set, as with each thrust, her glans got further and further away, and her shaft, thicker and thicker. Between her thickening dick and her tightening cleavage, she couldn't believe she wasn't plastering the wall.

-------------

Before Fiona knew what was happening, Janice planted a kiss squarely on her lips.

-------------

Fiona felt her scrotum tightening, compressing closer to her body. Her balls were no longer resting on the bed. She felt her testicles churn.

“Ahh!” It was happening. The insides of her breasts tightened further. Fiona's areolas, formerly shiny mounds, tight from internal pressure and the size of hubcaps, began to painfully crinkle and compress to stiffness. Her nipples, easily seven inches long now, thickened and started their own creamy ejaculation. They gushed like garden hoses.

-------------

Janice daringly thrust her tongue into Fiona's mouth.

She tasted like girl and strawberry lip gloss.

Fiona immediately outgrew her bra, grunting in pain. Janice playfully bit Fiona's bottom lip. It was at that exact moment Fiona realized she was in love with her best friend. She loved Janice, goddammit. The pain in her chest brought her back to reality. She had to leave before all hell broke lose.

-------------

Through the din of her raging body parts, she felt her heart ache and swell. Janice.

The rumble started deep in her balls. Her hands had left the bed seconds ago as her upper body was now completely supported by her breasts.

“Uhhhh!” Panting, she watched her cock go through one final distension. It had to be nearly a foot in diameter, jutting from her cleft a full six feet. Never, ever had she been this big.

Time seemed to slow for Fiona. She felt a dollop of vaginal lubricant slide over a crinkle on the backside of her scrotum. She felt her breasts spasm and cramp, shooting pints of milk from her nipples. Her cockhead flared obscenely, stretching painfully, audibly, reaching the never-before-seen size of a basketball.

“Uhhhhhgh...damn you, Janice!” The first volley of cum plastered the wall across the room with a loud splat. The second simply added to it.

Fiona gushed and came, her cock blasting out gallons of cum with each spasm. She could feel each load travel the length of her shaft; each pulse would stretch the giant urethra with a huge bulge that flew down her oversized shaft. Then she felt and watched the cockhead flare and distend (She could fucking hear her skin stretching!), only to shrink as the load flew from it. It seemed as if, as big as her cock was, it wasn't large enough to handle all of the cum being forced out of it by her enormous, spasming balls.

Minutes later, covered in sweat, exhausted, and her body well on its way back to normal, she rested her head on her receding breasts.

Damn that Janice. It's going to take an hour to clean up this mess.

Just as she was drifting off to a well-deserved nap, Fiona's bedroom door burst open.

“Fi! Didn't you hear me...” Sarah froze solid in mid-tirade. The wooden spoon she was holding dripped a glop of sauce to the floor.

There was her daughter.

On top of a giant penis.

With breasts the size of Volkswagens.

“Mom! I...”

Laughing, Sarah fainted dead away, falling to the floor with a thump.

Fiona breathed a long-suffering sigh. Between her being immobile, her mom out cold on her floor, her bedroom covered in bodily fluids, and falling in love with her best friend, Fiona could easily say this was the biggest mess she'd ever been in.

All because of her first kiss.